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Important note: 


As you read this, due to the lack of a good name (for the main character, and other 
characters), | thought of making this story as engaging as possible. With the hopes of this 
original idea/Concept Making this standout. All references to the main character will be 
nameless as you are the main character, additionally any references to family should be 
considered and imagined as your family. When your mother/father is mentioned, imagine 
what they look like and apply those characteristics. If certain actions contradict with what 
they would do, then think how funny or stupid the thought of them doing these things are. 
Also important locations like the protagonist’s home should be imagined as your home. 
The protagonist’s room is your room, the bathroom is your bathroom, the living room is 
your living room. With this in mind, descriptions like your home will be kept to a minimum, 
it is up to you to apply what your house looks like as you read. This idea is not a lack of 
effort, it is an attempt at an original idea. 

Also you might obviously be wondering if I’m a “furry”. | admit | like the 
anthropomorphic art-style and the difficulty of making them is quite an enjoyable 
challenge. But before you close out of this document because of possible suggestive 
themes. | promise there is no “Yiffing” or weird “cringe” in this fan-fic. this is completely 
serious: no highly detailed romance or suggestive themes. 

This would be like the X-men if | had to compare to something iconic. With prejudice 
and overcoming diversity. With the addition of violence and some action. 

With that out of the way... please enjoy this tale. 


Part 1: Dark beginnings 


Chapter 1: The look 


I walk in, playing the whole “Mr. Cool” Act. As | Strut towards the guest chair positioned 
across from the show host’s (whose name | did not care for), | take a glimpse at the 
audience... | feel a shiver down my spine. 


| quickly take in the number of faces in the crowd. Counting at least a few dozen, one 
of several thoughts come to mind: / should have thought about the Public’s reaction of 
my appearance on television; Of course, people wouldn't want to miss the interview. | try 
to focus on the show host and do my best at a friendly smile, though Out of the corner of 
my eye | still see it in little less than half the crowd. The reaction that usually greets me. 
Something | call “The look”. 


What makes “The look” so bad for me? It’s not just because of the number of times I’ve 
seen it, or the fact that “The look” is greeted everywhere | go; Not even the fact that | can’t 
get away from it; It’s mostly because their reasons are acceptable and that | can’t fix their 
reasons, mostly because of the-. 


| must have been deep in thought, as | suddenly notice the talk show host squatting in 
an awkward, comedic way, waving ecstatically in front of my face, to get my attention, 
while trying to keep the whole “Friendly Joker” act up for the crowd. Talking like a cartoon 
character communicating with an unsuspecting audience he makes a grand display as 
though getting my attention is a Guinness world record. 


“Finally. Now that we've got your attention,” he winks to the audience with each 
emphasized word. “Are you ready to start the interview?” 


| take a few good breaths before | reply. “Yes. But first I’m going to guess that the first 
question is how | got my ‘good looks’?” 


The shock in his face, present only for a second, tells me | guessed correctly. This is 
quickly replaced with a look that clearly informed me that his response will be loaded with 
verbal weaponry. 


“Partially correct, actually what | want to know is How did you survive brutal murder?” 


Chapter 2: All Beginnings precede worse to come. 


It all started When | was in third grade. Like every other day | woke up at 7 am a whole 
hour before | had to get on the bus. You might be wondering why? Well that’s whe- 


“A whole hour?? Why would you need a whole hour?” The host interrupts me 
midsentence, putting emphasis on “you” like berating a puppy who had an accident 1 too 
many times. the meaning was clear: This was his show, not mine. 

Despite my attempts to hide it, | felt myself blush as | answer, “That was when my 
favorite cartoons came on, and | had plenty of time to do what | wanted before waiting for 
the bus outside”. | waited politely for the Host to respond when he did not, | continued on. 


My morning was normal enough: | got up, got dressed, had a pastry for breakfast, did 
my hygiene, and was able to watch a few episodes of “Star Wars: the clone wars” before 
| had to head outside for the bus, grabbing my school bag as | headed out the door. 
Things were normal as | got on the bus and read my books for the 30-minute ride picking 
up other students and getting off the bus. 


As | got off the bus heading for my class thinking of my schoolwork and what project | 
would be doing for arts and crafts, | sensed something bad coming although | looked 
around trying to find what was sending the feeling of alarm. | picked up on two teachers 
talking about some escaped convict considered to be armed and was last seen in our 
area. These situations were common since there’s a prison a few miles away from us 
that’s lacking in security. The teachers think we are too young to understand these things, 
they are right, but we understand facial expressions well enough, and Their faces were 
radiating worry. | must have looked like | was eavesdropping, because they stopped 
talking and glared at me like | was intruding on their conversation, which | kind of was. 

As | moved on, | saw a few more teachers talking about this Fugitive, and it started to 
put me on edge. Then | considered the many “Close-calls” we’ve had, and | stopped 
worrying...Until | sensed more trouble on my way to class. Spidey-Sense Is tingling again, 
| thought. | looked around and spotted Jerry, the school bully, and his henchmen picking 
on my friend Jamie, emptying his backpack, shoving him around, and just being your 
average bully, as much as | wanted to help, there was nothing | could do against someone 
6 inches taller than me. | tried putting my head down as | walked past. As | was walking 
past them, | noticed that, Apparently, they decided to give Jamie a rough shove. | heard 
Jerry exclaim out loud, “No lunch money huh? Where do you have it? Tell me before | 
shake it out of you...” Jamie only stared at the ground, ashamed. 

| knew his family was poor and could only imagine how bad this must be for him. 
Although our school offers a free/reduced lunch to families who can’t afford it, his family 


did not meet the “criteria” for it. It’s even worse when he can only afford lunch every other 
day, this wasn’t all too bad since he got lunch after school at home. But when you had 
people like Jerry taking your lunch money when you had it, that was cruel. 


This fact took hold as | walked toward Jerry and, pulling the “smart-mouthed-underdog” 
from my list of tropes, said, “do you take returns when dishing knuckle sandwiches or 
not? I’m thinking about making a return.” 

His reaction was well worth it, his face going from shock to incredulity to anger as he 
failed to think of a cleverer response. Jerry responded with a classic unoriginal rhetorical 
and a pretty good accent, worthy of “Marv” from “Home Alone” , “I don’ know you askin’ 
for one?”. Flexing his arm into a fist, the other one grabbing my shirt so | couldn’t run. 

“Maybe.” | replied casually, riding my trope for all its worth. | breathed a sigh of relief 
as Jamie managed to get away from harm. Now all that is left is for me to get out safely, 
| thought, but how? 

My dad’s advice came to mind, if you get into a fight and can’t escape, wait for your 
attacker to hit first, he explained, if you let him throw the first punch, your retaliations are 
justified through self-defense. In this case, we'll back you up. | realized how easy it would 
be to get Jerry to hit first. The hard part would be taking the blow. 

| pulled a simple insult from my cache of quips, "unless you’re scared to hit me.” | 
scrunched up my face expecting a punch. Jerry had a different plan in mind. 

“I’m thinkin’ of giving you a slice of mud pie.” Dragging me over to a mud puddle and 
shoving me into it. You had to hand it to him, he bullied well. 

The feeling | got from the mud was odd. | expected cold like most liquids but since it 
was in the early sun it felt warm, then cold, as | felt the difference of heat between what 
was submerged in mud and what wasn't. as | tried to get up there was some resistance 
from the mud. Before | barely got my chest up, someone, most likely Jerry, forced my 
head back under. My senses went crazy as my lungs weren’t prepared for this, and | 
struggled as Jerry held me under. | kicked and punched with no effect. My lungs screamed 
for air and my pulse throbbed in my brain. This went on for an unknown amount of time 
until the pressure was suddenly released. | got up to hear Jerry apologizing to someone. 
| turned around and found a teacher scolding at Jerry. Jamie was standing next to her, 
giving me a worried look. | nodded and gave him a thumbs up before heading to the 
bathrooms to wash the mud off as best as | could. 


After washing off most of the mud, | headed to class. When | came inside 7 minutes 
later, | saw my friend Jamie saved me a seat. | accepted this and, pulling from my 
infamous list of tropes, | said, “Thank you, oh good sir,” in my best 1920’s gentleman 
impression. We had a good laugh at that until the final bell rang, meaning class had 
officially started. 


The host polite as always, interrupts again, “You talk a lot about this Jamie. Who is he 
why does he matter?” 

“You will find out soon” | replied starting to get annoyed at his pointless interruptions, 
putting heavy emphasis on “you”, just like he’s been doing to me. His reaction was 
priceless: Eyebrows raised so high | thought they would fly off his forehead and achieve 
orbit, his mouth pressed thinner than the width of a sheet of paper...Maybe it’s time to cut 
the nice boy act and put this man in his place. | shoot him a glare showing my annoyance 
from his outbursts before proceeding with the rant this privileged, self-righteous, jerk is 
going to get. 


“Thought / was telling my story... not you. So why don’t you just sit down, shut up, and 
| will answer a// your questions when | am finished. Okay?” | replied with my best “Smart- 
aleck” impression with the same heavy emphasis when referring to him as he had towards 
me. | heard a few hushed gasps of shock and some whispers of “how dare he” and “Did 
it just disrespect the host?” Good, | thought gave them spunk. | looked back at the host 
and | bit my lip not to laugh. His mouth looked like he drank a gallon of lemon juice and 
his eyebrows looked like they really did leave earth and landed on mars, his neck 
stretched backwards like an Emu. He took that well | thought to myself. 

| give him my friendliest smile before saying, “I forgot where | was. D’you remember 
what | stopped at?” The host opened and closed his mouth like a fish gasping for 
air...Once...Twice...Three times before finally responding, “I believe you stopped at 
Class starting.” Things are finally turning in my favor, | thought taking notice of the 
absence of prejudice and emphasis. 


After the teacher silenced the class, | got ready for the morning announcements 
where they provided the news; What was for lunch, what national whatever appreciation 
day it was, the student of the month (I couldn’t help but feel jealous as Charlie a 5" grader 
was given this award). 

After the morning announcements we started with math. We were learning how to add 
and subtract fractions. | was not very good at it, but Jamie was. He showed me how to 
find the common multiplier and what they could both be divided by before you could 
properly add or subtract them. 

The rest of the classes were a blur. For reading we had table groups where each group 
had a different activity. In writing we worked on our compare and contrast essays. In 
science we learned about the water cycle. 

The last class, Arts and Crafts, | don’t remember all too well because that’s when the 
shooter was spotted across the street from the school and the intercom announced there 
was a shooter on campus, that the teachers lock their doors, turn off the lights, and for 
students to hide in a safe area. But guess who was passed out at the wrong time when 
the threat was announced? The dang teacher! 


Chapter 3: A fate worse than death 


So here we were, A bunch of scared 3" graders with a passed-out teacher, Doors 
unlocked, blinds open to the whole world, lights still on...with a threat on campus! We did 
what we could on our own: We turned off the lights and the computers, managed to close 
the blinds, we broke a few but we did not care at that moment and Jamie had the idea to 
shove our desks and sit with our backs against them like barricades facing towards the 
door since none of us knew how to properly use a key, and were too afraid to take the 
keys the teacher had from the teacher's belt. 

A few students were trying to wake the teacher, but their attempts yielded not even a 
groan from her. | crawled over to them and asked if we should try to move her behind the 
desk and they agreed. So, we lowered the chair and carefully slid her onto the floor behind 
the large desk that teachers usually have. 


After that we all crawled back to our makeshift barricades and sat in nerve-racking 
silence, the silence so thick it would take a chainsaw to cut through. We just sat in silence 
too scared to whisper, let alone talk. Me and Jamie just stared at each other wondering 
when it will end, silently reassuring the other that everything will be okay. A minute 
passed...Then 2 minutes...3 minutes...4 minutes...Then 5...10 minutes pass by with no 
word, the teacher still passed out, or we hope she’s passed out... 

15 minutes go by and | gesture to Jamie that maybe we should look outside and if there 
is nobody out there, we make a break for it. He shook his head intensely, His response 
clear: NO FREAKING WAY!! | went back to doing what | do best: planning; thinking of 
possible improvements to my plan that Jamie would consider. If there is one thing I’ve 
decided about our current situation is the fact that it stinks worse than the teacher's weird 
odor. Then the fire alarm went off, Killing the silence quicker than a match igniting 
Gasoline. Of all the moments for (what | assumed was) a fire drill this was possibly the 
worst ever. 

| never liked the sudden loudness that the fire alarm produced, scaring you so badly 
that some kids have burst to tears. It would not even matter if | were informed of it before 
it happened, | would still jump out of my skin when it went off. | heard someone yelp in 
surprise before | quickly shushed them...Scared the heck out of me. | considered the 
possibility of this alarm being a trap, then | outweighed the risks of falling for said trap with 
the possibility of a real fire. After | gave it some thought, | decided this was the best time 
to put my plan of escape into action. 


Since the fire alarm would mask our voice, | decided to voice my plan to everyone’s 
attention. | rose onto my knees so everyone inside would notice me, but still be hidden 
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from anyone outside the room. “Me and Jamie were discussing a plan of action: one of 
us would stand by the door in case it needs to be closed while another peeked outside 
for any threats. If there are no visible threats we make a break across the courtyard, to 
the gate and into the neighborhood across from the school. Jamie disagreed with that, 
but that was before the fire alarm went off. | considered the possibility of a trap and the 
chance of a real fire, | even considered the possibility of both, the assailant starting a fire 
to flush us out. If that is the case, then we cannot stay here. I'll take the risk of peeking to 
look unless someone else wants to,” | paused to let anyone speak up, when nobody did, 
| continued. “I still need someone to close the door in case something happens to me. It’s 
a less risky job than mine and you should be safe behind the door. So, who’s up for it?” 


“I'll do it.” Jamie said after nobody else volunteered. 

It took me a moment to register the fact that Jamie volunteered. It surprised me that 
Jamie would volunteer for this since he is usually the one to avoid risks. Though | was 
thankful for his sudden bravery. 


We both crouch-walked towards the door as Jamie got into position, his hand firmly 
grasping the handle ready to open and quick to close as | got into position to peek with 
all but my head, shielded by the door. | put up fingers and began to count down, 3...2...1! 

Jamie pushed open the door as quietly as possible while | stuck my head out looking 
for any threats. | stayed outside for a full ten seconds. Right when | was about to confirm 
all was clear | hear a man’s voice in a Cowboy impression say 1 word, “Gotcha.” Followed 
by 5 sharp bangs louder than the alarm, then pains in different areas from my right 
shoulder to my gut, followed by 10 more bangs from what | guessed was a gun... with 
more pain. 

Blind from the pain and assuming | was going to die, | forced myself to fall away from 
the door telling Jamie to “close the dang door!” after | heard the door slam | heard the 
man swear followed by rapid gunfire for an undetermined amount of time with more pain 
up and down my body. The whole time everything getting harder to do; breathing was 
painful, the pounding in my head became a migraine, my limbs felt like mush, my bones 
felt like shattered glass. 

Then the bangs suddenly stopped. | could barely hear the man as he muttered “What 
the...?” sounding confused as | felt something else, a fever that started small but became 
extremely horrible with no end. after a while | heard of footsteps more shooting than 
everything went dark. 


Chapter 4: Human no more 


“Did you ever see the killers face?” The host asked, his face tense with shock and interest. 

“| wish | could say | did, but | never knew what he looked like, only his voice when he said 
‘gotcha! before shooting me. | heard he was sentenced to life for child torture.” | reply with a look 
of honesty. He waits for me to say more before motioning for me to continue. 


I open my eyes, not knowing what to expect... Then | hear a man say “Gotcha’’. | look to spot 
a tall buff figure covered by the slightly overcast clouds. | notice the pistol in his hands, and | get 
angry. Angry at this man... at this glorified “A-hole” killing kids. Kids like me, like my friend Jamie, 
like my classmates... Even my teacher who is passed out and defenseless. 

Instead of running away from him, | charge towards him. With adrenaline pumping through my 
veins, | get 5 feet before getting shot with as many rounds as he had... Sounded like 10 rounds, 
| think as | collapse on the ground. | hear the man walk up to me and whisper in my ear, “Gotcha’’. 
As he walks away, | pass out, that word echoing in my head. 

| open my eyes, not knowing what to expect. for some reason, the word “Gotcha?” is stuck in 
my head... Then | hear a man say “Gotcha”. | look to spot a tall buff figure covered by the overcast 
clouds. | see the machine pistol in his hands. | get angry and charge at him. | get 10 feet before 
getting shot with as many rounds as he had... Sounded like 15 rounds, | think as | collapse on 
the ground. | hear the man walk up to me and whisper in my ear, “Gotcha!’. As he walks away, | 
pass out, that word echoing in my head. 

| open my eyes, feeling a sense of danger. For some reason, the word “Gotcha?” is stuck in my 
head... Then | hear a man say “Gotcha?’. | look to spot a tall buff figure covered by the darkened 
overcast sky. | see the assault rifle in his hands. | get angry and charge at him. | get 25 feet before 
getting shot with as many rounds as he had... Sounded like 30 rounds, | think as | collapse at his 
feet. | hear the man bend over and whisper in my ear, “Gotcha!’. As he walks away, | pass out, 
that word echoing in my head. 

| open my eyes, knowing exactly what to expect. | quickly spot a tall buff figure covered by the 
pitch-black sky. | see the large machine gun with its chain of bullets in his hands. | get angry and 
charge at him. He hits me 10 times | barely feel them before | reach him... | pull my arm back to 
punch him... AS my arm extends to punch him, | feel a twinge of guilt at my actions. Then | realize 
it was either him or me and my doubt leaves my mind. | let my fist fly forward... And right through. 
| somehow managed to punch right through him. When he collapsed, he just smiled and said “Ya’ 
got me?’ | gave him a momentary glance before walking onward. | walked about 30 yards before 
my brain decided to notice | was shot, Pain flared up in my shoulders, chest, and stomach. | 
looked and saw nothing but bone where there was pain. | kept walking 


| open my eyes, confused about where | am. Feeling sluggish, it takes me a moment 
to clear my head. | sit up and look around. On my left, | see a tube from an IV filled with 
water leading to my arm, in front of me is a wall-mounted TV currently playing one of my 
favorite shows. On my right, | see a curtain suspended on a metal rod wrapping around 
the bed I’m sitting on. 

| realize the IV... and feel a bit lightheaded from the sight of the needle. | hate needles! 
whenever | had bloodwork done, | can’t help but think that something was going to go 
wrong; either the needle snaps while inside my arm or the needle could needle pop out 
and | risk bleeding out. | do not care if the doctor is certified, | do not like people touching 
my arteries. 

| instinctually yank out the needle before | realize what | am doing. Expecting to die for 
the second time, | close my eyes waiting for the sense of peace like before... Like a train 
horn, the events from before hitting me... The lockdown... my classmates hiding... Me 
and Jamie checking outside... The shooter... Getting shot... Feeling what must have 
been dying... 

But | can’t be dead, | thought to myself. | looked down at my chest and stomach and 
found | was wearing a hospital gown. | look at my arm expecting to see blood squirting 
from where | yanked the needle... but there was only a small trickle. | realize | don’t even 
feel tired like | expected when bleeding from an artery. 

| get up to take off the hospital gown in private but decide to have a better look at the 
room | am in. it looked like a hospital room you would see on TV shows and movies. A 
privacy curtain was set up on a mounted ring positioned around the hospital bed | was in. 
A decent-sized flat-screen TV was positioned in front of the bed (My family still had a 
massive box TV in our living room). Seats were lined up against the walls for visitors to 
sit with them. Positioned to the left of the TV was a door with a cartoon image of a toilet, 
written below was the word “bathroom”. | opened the door and went inside. 

Inside the bathroom was what you would expect: a toilet in the opposite corner, a sink 
next to it and a mirror right above the sink. | take a look in the mirror and see something 
out of a comic book. 


“How do you remember these things?” The host asks casually polite and sincere. 

| think | changed this man’s behavior. | think to myself before answering his question. 

“It’s true that | was really young at the time. Though wouldn't a traumatic experience 
like mine be something you would never forget?” | ask in a joking sarcastic tone. 

He laughs at my response before responding. “Yeah, | guess it would.” | wait for him 
to say more before continuing with my story. 


You know when you go through a routine; like when you wake up you have 
breakfast, take a shower, do your hygiene and you don’t see or focus on much else until 
you complete the routine, or you get disrupted from it. You probably think, how did | miss 
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that? | experienced something like that when | saw myself, all illusions of my appearance 
shattered. 

| looked barely human. | looked like one of the mutants from the few “X-men” comics | 
have at home. My head was shaped like a dog’s head, with a snout coming out to the 
length from my wrist to the tip of my middle finger. Instead of normal ears | had pointed 
ears on the top of my head like a Lynx. Spread all over my face was what looked like blue 
fur. | look at my arms and see the same blue fur. | look at my eyes, which are normal 
except that my pupils seemed to have taken over the whiteness of my eyes. | look at my 
legs and see that the bones have been stretched and...rearranged? (| can’t help but feel 
self-conscious describing how | look to millions of people watching the interview) my legs 
look like a dog’s hind legs; with the upper legs slightly bent behind me and lower portion 
extending a little bit in front of me angled diagonally ending with feet that were longer than 
normal feet. | look behind myself and was surprised to see... a fail? | had a tail extending 
to a length of a third of my height. The tail curved and twisted on its own like a snake. 

| finally took off the gown and across my whole body was more blue fur. Instead of 
massive scars across my stomach like | expected, there was only about 3 major scars; 
one of them looked like surgical scars from my chest to right above my groin, another 
looked like it started from the front of my right shoulder and over towards my back. The 
last one, | couldn’t see, but could feel a weird itch along the middle of my back. | could 
only guess that’s where it was. 

| jumped as | heard something hit the floor. | quickly threw on the gown before looking 
outside for the noise. | saw a somewhat young nurse with pink scrubs with a worried look 
on her face and a clipboard at her feet. She was standing frozen in the entrance doorway 
until she spotted me in the bathroom and calmed down. Then she told me to come out. | 
came out a little self-conscious of my appearance. She then told me to crawl back into 
bed before noticing my bleeding arm which | forgot about. she gave me a towel to prevent 
blood soaking the sheets (Too late for that!). | saw her constantly look at my tail from the 
moment | came out of the bathroom. As she went to grab a band-aid and a cotton swab 
to stop the bleeding, | couldn’t help but say to her, “It didn’t hurt at all.” | was surprised yet 
glad | could talk at all with my mouth shaped how it is. 

To which she replied with, “yeah okay buddy, could you please not pull out the IV 
again?” In a tone that parents use when they don’t understand, or not paying attention to, 
what you are saying. Then she stopped as she realized | spoke, before going back to 
finding a band-aid. 

While the Nurse was looking through her pockets for a band-aid, | took a look at the 
open doorway. | guessed they turn off the lights at night to save electricity, from what | 
could see through the dark halls, there was a receptionist desk across from the room | 
am in, lit by a monitor. | couldn’t see much more than that. 

As | settled in, | realized | could not sit the way | used to. Whenever | tried laying on my 
bottom, | ended up sitting on my tail, | had to sit up, and lean forward so | would not sit on 
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my tail. Then | realized | could move my tail, a lot like moving your fingers, so it curves 
sharply behind me and falls off the bedside. Just as | accomplish this surprisingly easy 
yet long task, a doctor walks in the room, sees the nurse putting a band-aid on my arm, 
sees that | am awake, then the IV tube that’s steadily dripping water on the floor. As he 
looks at the nurse ready to ask why she removed the IV, the nurse sees him and clams 
up. 

I’m the one who pulled it not her. | think before explaining to the doctor, “I’m the one 
who pulled out the needle. I’m not a fan of needles, and on impulse, | yanked it out the 
moment | saw it. The weird thing was | didn’t feel any pain after yanking it out or during.” 
| added this since he looked like someone who would listen to me. 

His reaction to me speaking was a lot like the nurses, his brain stopped to realize that 
| spoke. | understood their shock, even / was surprised that | could speak. The shock 
gave him time to consider what | said. 

“So, you pulled it out?” He asked, seemingly enraged. | nodded, my mind repeating the 
words, OH CRAP, OH CRAP over and over. 

He must've seen me worry because he smiled jokingly and said, “l was 
joking...Partially. You can’t just yank needles out because you don’t like the look of them.” 

He then took a look at my arm and was shocked to see... Nothing. There was no sign 
of any injury (except for the dried blood on my arm). The doctor asked if he could feel my 
arm, | nodded, interested about myself as much as he was. He felt the spot where | 
yanked the IV and asked if | felt any pain. | felt no pain and told him so. 

After thinking about this for a moment, the doctor muttered aloud to himself, “He seems 
to have healed a serious wound in just minutes... Fascinating... Very fascinating.” He 
then realized he said this out loud and explained what had happened to me. Apparently, 
an officer caught the shooter moments before | passed out. The officer, assuming | was 
dead, engaged the shooter who tried to run. After the officer successfully detained the 
shooter, he went back to inspect my body which was giving off steam. Even more shocked 
to find a pulse, he called in demanding medical support. “Despite the amount of bullet 
wounds, this kid is still alive, and | want to keep it that way!” he said, almost yelling into 
the radio. 

The paramedics arrived, doing what they could about my temperature, which was at 
an abnormal degree, causing steam to vent through the pores in my skin. They got me to 
the hospital with no problems. At the hospital ER, they did what they could: they surgically 
removed all 88 bullets from my body repaired what was fractured. They prayed after 
having done what they could. 

They informed my family that no charges would be made due to the extent of the 
injuries. but a discount would be given towards therapeutic treatment. | was glad for their 
generosity. They could have gained millions from my hospital charges and surgery, but 
they did not. 
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It wasn’t until a week had passed, that they noticed extreme physical changes taking 
place all over my body. They kept track of these changes and guessed that | was going 
through some extreme form of evolution; The evolution of millions of years happening 
within the span of (what the doctors all assumed would take) a few years. they were even 
more surprised when the changes stopped after 6 months. 
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“6 months?!” The host asked, shocked at the time | had spent going through that 
process. His face expressing wonder, attentiveness, shock and maybe a hint of 
admiration. Watch out world, here comes a changed man. | thought to myself before 
answering his question, “Well yeah, the time it took for my body to completely change 
seemed acceptable, but doctors say that the rate of change could have been lethal, a 
faster rate would have been lethal.” 

The host considers this before giving me a nod to continue. 


When he finished telling me what had happened during the 6 months that | was in 
a coma, he asked me if | had any dreams while | was unconscious. 

| almost forgot about that crazy nightmare, | thought, like Groundhog Day but worse. | 
told him about the weird nightmare | had and how it felt like some kind of punishment from 
hell. getting shot by the same man over and over. | also told him about the gradual 
changes and how | eventually killed the figure and seeing bone where | was shot. 

| then told him my side of the story leading up to waking up here. There’s one more 
thing | have to know, | think before saying, “Did | do the right thing in that situation? 
Flipping the desks, the blinds, moving the teacher, risking my life to help others?” 

The doctor thought about this before answering, “...Given the circumstances, yes. 
Although There were many things you could have done differently... But since the teacher 
was incapacitated then | suppose you did the right thing.” 

| was surprised, yet appreciative, that he did not sugar coat his response with a simple 
“no”, “maybe”, or “yes”, like | was expecting. His response told me that | had not done the 
best thing, but it was acceptable. We might have something in common: We both like 
blunt responses rather than partial or technical truths. “Partial truths” are like trying to 
come up with excuses for a friend who has a surprise party and why they cannot go into 
the garage. 

The doctor asked me something that took me out of my thought. “Sorry, what?” | asked. 

He then said something I'll never forget, “l was wondering, with you and your parent’s 
permission, If | could... Do some tests?” He finished weakly before explaining his request. 

“No offense but, ‘what you are? is what me and a few of my co-workers really, really 
want to know about. These tests, experiments really, it won’t even cost your family 
anything and anything we learn will be explained to your parents as best as possible. 
We're even typing a legal document that will prevent us from withholding any findings, 
and any request for documentation must be accepted.” | could see the hopes of scientific 
knowledge and discoveries glowing on his face. He takes a deep breath before asking 
once again. 

“Would you help us look into this, for science?” 
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Chapter 5: The abusive Doctor Stereotype? Not this time. 


“This would be the part where you find out the doctor wants to use me for fame and 
money,” | say to the crowd in my best “Spokesman” impression. This trope, complete with 
some pacing and hand gestures. At this point, my nerves were gone, and my confidence 
and charisma towered over the host’s (now forgotten by the crowd). As | looked at the 
crowd, | see pure interest, only a few still expressing the prejudice and hate that had been 
obvious at the beginning of my Tale. 

“This was not the case, although many people thought this was...” 


I agreed to this immediately, seeing the benefits, the only downsides being time and 
scheduling. But even these issues mattered very little. 

This is exactly what | needed, | thought to myself. Even I don’t even know what I really 
am. This fact took hold as | signed everything that did not need parent/guardian approval 
up until the final signature that “greenlighted” these tests and studies. As | was signing 
the last of these documents, my parents showed up. 

It was clear that my mother had recently been crying. Whether these were shed for 
worry or joy, | did not know. As my mother gave me a bear-hug telling me a million times 
how scared, stressed, and relieved she had been, my Dad told me what they went through 
during the past 6 months. 


A few days after the incident, the school, wishing to avoid any financial and legal 
involvement, took the direct route and offered any consolation that wouldn’t harm either 
side financially or legalities. The school was lucky to have met with my parents after they 
were informed by the hospital that they would not receive any medical charges. 

But there was one thing my parents wanted to punish. My art teacher, who had a record 
of substance abuse, was arrested for substance usage on school grounds, child 
endangerment, and a few others. Obviously, my parents were intent on suing her, and 
god help whoever gets in their way. The trial was quick and short. The teacher had no 
hope to win. all the evidence, witness claims, and even past record was against my 
teacher, who claimed guilty as there was nothing else. She was given a hefty fine, 
sentenced to life in prison, and even her husband filed divorce the next day. 

All that was left was to wait... Imagine the feeling of boredom after you finished a test, 
you just get to sit there and wait for everyone else. Not only that but we’ve all had doubts 
while waiting for these exams, of questions we may have got wrong, what we should have 
done with our essays. Take the feeling of boredom and multiply it by 100. Take the feeling 
of anxiety and multiply that times 1,000. That’s what my parents dealt with for 6 painful 
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months. While my brain was dreaming, they’re brains were screaming with regret, anxiety, 
“What If's”, and a dash of boredom when anxiety was on break. There wasn’t much else 
to do besides their jobs and bills, with the relief of no medical charges being paid. 

They thought things could not get much worse until the News Media showed up, asking 
about the incident after attempting to enter the hospital | was at. Rumors had spread that 
| was some kind of million-dollar man, “How else could he have survived?”. The Media 
camped on our yard for a few days, harassing my family. My dad, not being a fan of the 
media, threatened to call the police and even stated that if the police did not come now, 
he was going to get his gun out. When this didn’t work, he grabbed his gun and again told 
them to leave, before firing a warning shot. This however worked (mostly because this 
gave the reporters a bullcrap story of an abusive father). 

The weeks leading up to me waking up, the wait had settled back in and the media had 
finally left. When they got the call that | was awake they Stopped everything and came as 
fast as they could, Pushing the speed limit, pushing through the small clumps of reporters 
still determined to learn my fate. They opened the door to my room... 

“To where we are now”. | had listened to my dad's tale in silence. After he finished, | 
told him what me and the doctor agreed to. | asked if this was ok. Dad asked the Doctor 
to explain. 

The Doctor realizing that he never introduced himself, finally did, saying, “I’m sorry for 
not introducing myself until now. My name is Dr. Roberts.” With introductions in order, he 
told my parents what he had told me. How he would like to look into what | was, how he 
won't even charge us, and that all documents related to research may be acquired and 
must be given on demand. 

My parents thought about this and saw no loopholes. As they signed the signatures, 
they asked me how | felt about all this, my appearance, experiments with Dr. Roberts, my 
experiences, How | felt explaining what happened and the possibility of having a mental 
psychologist. At the time | didn’t care about these things. The media could say what they 
wanted, as long as what they said didn’t threaten me or my family. | did not need friends 
to succeed, although losing Jamie would suck. 

After me and my family discussed the possible outcomes of my appearance. We asked 
Dr. Roberts when | could go. He said | could leave after checking out. My parents handed 
me clothes to change into and were about to leave. 

“One last thing | might need help with.” | said as they were opening the door. “I'll need 
a hole made for my tail...” | said with an embarrassed grin as | pointed to my tail. 
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Chapter 6: Baby steps 


“Ok Tail,” | muttered to myself. “You might have proved yourself for bed use... But what 
about pant use?”. 

This was not as difficult as | had thought but still a chore. Luckily, my parents brought 
baggy shorts instead of pants. As that would have been impossible and accomplishing 
that should be awarded with a medal. The first problem | thought about was getting my 
legs through the right holes. This was a simple task; the hard part was pulling them up. 
Normally this would not be difficult as | would just bring my knees closer to my chest... 
But | don’t have knees! What counts as my knees bend the opposite way. | had to squat 
to grab the shorts around my ankles then pull them up, rising as | did so. 

This was not even the worst part. The worst part was getting my tail through the hole 
that was made in my pants. Imagine threading a needle with string, but the string is like 
an earthworm. Whenever you touch it or grab it, it starts soazzing out like those inflatable 
tube things at car lots. Add the fact that my tail is sensitive, and a gentle stroke or tug 
either feels ticklish or hurts so painfully that | have to keep myself from yelping in pain. 


This is what could be considered as too much movement. Take the simplicity of your 
finger; Its 3 joints and its restricted movement. The 2 joints on the end only move up and 
down while the joint that’s part of your knuckle can move up and down anda bit to the left 
or right. Now multiply the number of joints times 10 and now it can move up, down, left, 
right, and side to side. 

Imagine the feeling of overwhelm as you realize all the different ways to use this finger. 
You could grab a pencil... but how? Wrap around it, pinch it like a claw, or grab it with 
your other fingers like normal. 

But there is a catch to this freedom of manipulation. It’s as sensitive to touch as your 
eye is to sight. Brushing it lightly feels like a drop of water down your spine. Gripping it 
hard is like dropping a weight on your foot. 


It took me 10 minutes just to put on pants. If you ever wondered why dogs hate being 
dressed like a person, this is probably why. Thankfully, everything else was easy. Putting 
on a shirt was no different. Putting on shoes? Forget shoes. My feet and ankles were not 
designed to fit them. 

Besides, | had padded feet! That’s the leathery layer on the bottom of a dog’s feet that 
protect them from constant injury when walking on rough ground. 

While this means that | can walk without tearing my feet apart, it does not protect me 
from glass or other sharp hazards. 
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In Addition to that, | wouldn’t be able to walk on the sidewalk, specifically if it's been 
baked in the sun. It would probably be like walking on a kitchen stove set as low as 
possible. Sure you will not die but it would still hurt. 


| put the socks and shoes back in the bag they came in. | pulled the privacy sheet open 
and looked in the mirror that was in the bathroom. The solid red shirt | had on looked ok... 
But the shorts? Although they looked ok, they felt wrong. The stitching on the inside of 
the pants felt like sandpaper. The hole made for my tail felt wrong, like the bathrooms at 
public parks. They’re grimy, covered in cobwebs, some even have Wasp nests at the roof, 
and being cold while using the bathroom is not a good thing. It’s mostly that last reason 
that works here, your warm except that one spot. If there was one thing | will definitely 
need, it’s going to be a failor. 


After ensuring everything was in order, | grabbed the bag with the useless shoes and 
socks. | walked outside the room and into chaos. 

The host clears his throat to get my attention, “Sorry, | guess | got a little drawn 
into my story.” | said with a nod for him to say what he wanted. 

“It’s alright, your story so far has been entertaining to the point that | became part of 
the crowd.” He said with a laugh before continuing on. 

“| just thought about your media remark, and | actually recall the story about you. How 
a kid who was shot excessively was neither declared dead or alive and everyone 
wondered if you were like the ‘Million-dollar man’. Everyone wanted to know what 
happened other than a school shooting. | don’t mean to say that the events you went 
through were nothing... But with how frequent School shootings have become these 
days, | don’t know how else to put it. Especially when in the course of an hour you were 
the only victim.” He finishes this statement Cringing with the expectation that this 
statement would offend me. | however agreed with this statement, and told him this, 

“I actually agree with what you’re saying. Compared to the mystery of whether | was 
dead or not when | had to be dead and the shooter itself. It's obvious what | would want 
to know. 

Now, about that Chaos...” 

So it turns out that the news people had been waiting outside my door. The 
moment | came out, everyone fell silent, and moved out of my way as | walked towards 
my parents. There were a few hushed comments each of them pressing on me like the 
heavy textbooks at school. 

“Is that a tail? Why is he.../t blue? Is this really the same kid who had been shot? Looks 
like those Anthropomorphic pictures going around on ‘DeviantArt’. It can’t be human.” 
Were some of several comments | heard as | followed my parents out of the hospital. 
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The moment | got outside; | was immediately assaulted by the media. These media 
crews were armed with camera’s, external flash units, and other recording equipment. 

Thankfully, there was a path lined off for us with the hospital security keeping the media 
at bay. | was even more grateful when | saw that our car was waiting at the pickup lane 
at the foot of the entrance. 

If this is what walking down the red carpet is like, then | do not like it at all. | thought to 
myself, as mics were shoved in my direction and camera flash’ blinded me wherever | 
looked. 


After making our way across what felt like Trench Warfare without the gas, we finally 
got into the car and drove off. As we were heading home, | started fidgeting/experimenting 
with my tail, because why the heck not? 

After 10 minutes of watching my tail twist and turn, my dad looked at me and said, 
“Could you not do that while I’m driving? It’s distracting enough just thinking about this 
but...” He stops as he thinks about how to word his thoughts. 

Ouch. | understood what he meant but it still hurt. My dad saw the hurt expression and 
Attempted to explain the obvious, “We just need to adjust to this. It'll take time to get used 
to, but | think with Dr. Roberts’s help, we'll learn more about this...Situation.” 

| responded with a nod. My head was still spinning with “what ifs” and possibilities. Not 
a single one pleasant. / Just need to take some baby steps, | thought to myself. With a 
few leaps of faith. 

| distracted myself by looking out the window, watching the cars pass by and the people 
on the sidewalk. As we neared home, | saw a line of cars parked along our street. 

Apparently, my family had decided to invite the family for a “welcome home” party. 
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Chapter 7: Parties are fun...Right? 


Oh boy! For me? You shouldn't have! | thought sarcastically. Seriously, you should 
not have! All | really wanted was a place to relax and think. Sometimes we don’t get what 
we want. 

Thankfully, it wasn’t a very big party. There were about 5 people that had been invited, 
a few uncles, aunts, and cousins. Unfortunately, it seems nobody was told of my “change 
in appearance’. 

As | stepped out of the car there were a few gasps of surprise. As | looked around there 
were many looks of shock and even fear. It’s like that old saying “What we all fear is the 
unknown”. 

One of my cousins was the first person to ask the obvious, “ ‘the hel/ happened to 
you?”. | shrugged and simply said “Wish | knew.” As | hurried over to the table to sit and 
think. Instead | discovered another obstacle. | could not sit in a regular chair. 


Chairs are designed so that when you sit, your knees bend to a 90° angle, with your 
thighs and your body weight keeping you seated. This is further aided by the fact that the 
length of your thigh is about the same as your Shin. Most chairs are designed with the 
length of the bottom equal to the average length of your thighs. 

my legs, however, are notnormal. They bend the opposite weigh, towards my stomach 
instead of my back and my Shins are longer than my Thighs. The best | could do would 
be to crouch on the chair, and that would probably look a little barbaric and very stupid. 

The other problem is my tail. While lying in a bed is possible, mainly due to the 
mattress. Sitting in a wooden chair would probably hurt after a while. In short, I'll never 
be able to use a chair. 

As | paced the kitchen, considering solutions to this and any other obstacles | might 
encounter, | heard my parents in the living room, telling everyone what had happened. | 
headed out there, interested in what everyone else had to say. 


As | walked in, my parents had just finished retelling everything up to now. 

“We are at a loss of what to do, if you have any ideas or know anyone who can help, 
we'd like them.” My mom said, looking at everyone around her. My dad grabbing a 
notepad, ready to write stuff down. 

| sat at the foot of the couch next to my parents, who sat on the couch. Everyone stared 
as | passed by. The adults stared down from the chairs they were sitting in, while the kids 
stared up at me from the floor. 

A little girl, who looked no older than 6 years old, squealed “Tail!” before grabbing my 
tail. This hurt quite badly. 
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How bad? You might ask. Well, on a scale of 1-10, having my tail grabbed is an 11. 
Would be my reply. 

Take the pain of wedging your finger in the door, combine that with the weird, tingly 
sensation of bumping your “funny bone”. Now multiply the feeling by 10. That is how it 
felt. 

As | said before, my tail is super sensitive. In order for a tail to move it needs to be 
connected to the nervous system and be light enough to lift. It also needs muscles that 
are small, light, and strong enough to move around. 


| yelped in pain, causing everyone to stop and stare as | moved my tail out of her grasp. 
The girl’s mother quickly apologized to my mother before looking at the girl. “What have | 
told you about touching what’s not yours?” The girl looked down as she answered, “’If it’s 
not yours, don’t touch.” 
“That’s right. What should you say to him?” Her mother replied still stern. “Sorry for 
touching your tail.” She said to my, her head still faced down in shame. 


| told her it was alright and was about to listen to everyone’s idea when | had an idea. 
| poked the girl’s leg with my tail, smiling as she looked up at me, also grinning. “Want to 
see what | can do with this?” 

(Oh god, did | just say that on live tv?! | thought, slightly coming out of the focus of 
telling my story. Oh well, | thought before resuming my story.) 

The girl looked at her mom who nodded with a gesture of dismissal. She followed me 
towards my room. When she came in | closed the door with my tail, just to see if | could. 
| could. 


| asked her what | should try to pick up. She pointed at a pencil laying on my desk. A 
good start. This did not necessarily mean easy. 

The hard part was trying to shape my tail into a crab-claw. Then, while maintaining the 
claw shape, move it towards the pencil, lower it, then pinch it. 

Why didn’t you just curl your tail around it? Some of you might be asking. / like a 
challenge. Would be my reply. Besides that’s what | did next. 

This method was much easier than the other. All | had to do was get my tail underneath 
the pencil then wrap around it. 

With this achieved, there was another thing that had to be tried. | told the girl to graba 
piece of paper and she went to grab one. | tried to draw in the air while | waited. It was 
difficult to keep steady, but | had a basic grasp. 

| had to hold the pencil firmly, yet not too firmly, or else my tail would spaz out. Then | 
had to move my tail, which took a considerable amount of concentration. By the time | 
had mastered “air-drawing’”, the girl had returned with a sheet of paper. 
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With the concept down | made some really simple sketches, a stick figure, a car, and 
was in the middle of drawing a house, a combination of the other two when you think 
about it, when the girl’s father (my uncle) told her it was time to go. 

“That's some party trick.” He said, when | told him what | had been doing. “You can say 
that again!” | said as he left. 

| continued to work on my drawing using my tail. | was just considering if | should 
attempt coloring or use my hands when my dad came in. “Time for bed, you can watch 
TV until 8:30.” 

He was heading towards the door when | asked him to cut a hole in my pajamas for 
my tail. Again. 

With a sigh my dad took out his pocketknife and started to cut a hole. “This is going to 
be a problem. Might have your mom fix all your clothes for that tail of yours.” 

“Thanks.” | said when he had finished. “Tomorrow we'll be meeting up with Dr Roberts 
for scheduling these tests and see if he can give us any other medical contacts. We'll be 
leaving early. But you don’t mind waking early?” he said. 

“Nope.” | said, with a grin. | usually woke up anywhere from 6:30 and 7:00 in the 
morning. When I’m up, / am up. 

After dad left the room, | got dressed. The struggle and difficulty the same as ever. 
After that, | used my tail to use the TV remote. There wasn’t much difference between 
using the remote and using a pencil. Besides the width and how | wrap around it in order 
to press the button and keep it raised enough so the TV receives the remote’s input. | 
didn’t feel like watching TV, so | turned it off and drifted off to a dreamless sleep. 
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Chapter 8: Discoveries... a lot of ‘em 


Feeling well rested, | got up and saw that my mom had already started modifying 
my clothes there was an outfit folded and laid out for me (minus a pair of shoes, which I'll 
never need). There was a small sticky note. A feeling of gratuity flooded through me as | 
deciphered the fancy cursive: 


Ffepe they fit, could: ‘you put your pajamas here so GF. can fix them too. 


-Mem 


The shirt had not changed as there was no need. The pants and briefs however, had 
been adjusted and fixed so it didn’t look like they were crudely made with a pocketknife 
and would not fall apart. The hems on the pants had been adjusted and stretched. Even 
though they looked like “Bell bottom jeans” from the 80’s, | didn’t care. 

| am not a “Clothes horse”, someone who takes clothes seriously. When it comes to 
clothes, | look for functionality, not brand names. If they fit and feel right, then they are 
good for me. 

Even with these improvements made to the pants and briefs, it was still difficult to put 
on. /t will just take time and practice, | thought. Lots of practice. But they felt better, much 
better. 

| put my pajamas where the clothes had been laid out as she asked. | turned to look in 
the mirror beside my bed and was pleased to see how well they looked. With everything 
in order | headed towards the living room to wait for my parents to get up. 


An hour later, me, mom and dad were on our way to meet up with Dr. Roberts to 
discuss scheduling, appointments, and start testing. Dr. Roberts had informed us that he 
was renting a lab at a nearby college, and to meet him in the parking lot. 

As we pulled into the parking lot, Dr Roberts waved enthusiastically toward us from the 
entrance. My dad nodded back and went to find a parking spot. This didn’t take long since 
the lot was almost empty. We got out and went over to Dr. Roberts, still smiling with 
enthusiasm. 

“| hope you don’t mind my excitement; this was where | earned my degree. So coming 
here is also a trip down memory lane. Class of ’78.” He gives a nostalgic sigh before 
continuing. “My team and | were able to rent out one of the old labs, as long as we brought 
Our own equipment and what we did wouldn’t distract others, we said we couldn’t promise 
that and told them why. They were hooked for the rest of the deal. Just hope what we are 
doing does not spread to the media. They’d have a field day with this,” He talked more 
about this as we headed toward the front desk to sign in. 
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The campus, much larger than my school, was mostly empty. We saw a few staff 
members, who stared at me as we passed. You will have to adjust to this, | chastised to 
myself. You can’t blame them for staring. 

We finally reached the desk where we were asked to sign in. When she handed me 
the pen to write my name on the sticker, | signed it with my tail, partly showoff, mostly to 
show Dr. Roberts what | could do. 

The Desk lady’s reaction was well worth it. Her eyebrows went way up, and her jaw 
dropped slightly. Dr. Roberts stopped midsentence before asking me several questions. 

“How did you do that? When did you realize you could do this? Does it require 
concentration, if so, how much? Is it difficult to manipulate?” He said all this very fast. | 
took a minute before answering his questions. 

“| learned this last night when | got home. How can | do this? It’s a lot like moving your 
finger except longer, it has more joints, and is very sensitive. It does take a considerable 
amount of concentration. And, depending on what | am trying to do, it is difficult to 
manipulate.” | explained to him. 

He paused for a moment, taking in my response, before asking another question. “You 
learned this last night?” | told him | did. He paused some more as he thought about this. 
He remembered he had others with them. 

“.../’m sorry but I'll have to save this for later. | have not even shown you the lab, or the 
other professionals, who are excited to meet and work with you. They’re really nice 
people, been long time friends...” 

His tangent starting to bore me, | looked around the massive college campus. Much 
bigger than my elementary school. There was at least a dozen of buildings, where my 
school only had two buildings, the PE field taking up most of the space. 

The college had so much! there was an autobody shop stocked full of cars in different 
states of repair; there was a computer area with various pc rigs, some of them customized 
with glass doors, neon stripes: gaming rigs, others showing BBS servers that were far 
and few these days but still online. There was even a sports field, with a stadium around 
it. 

Dr Roberts excitement was peaking again as we finally neared the lab. You could see 
the fireworks going off in his heart. | couldn’t help but smile, his excitement was infectious. 

From the outside the building looked like all the others, beige walls, red roof, and trim. 
Yet up close you could see signs of age. the red trim had a green tinge of moss, the paint 
had peeled in some areas, the door hinges and knobs had spots of rust. 


The door creaked as Dr Roberts inserted the key and opened it and we stepped inside. 
It was like a time capsule, but the items within had been restored. The photos and 
drawings had faded and yellowed with age. Yet the walls were painted recently, the lights 
had been replaced, the windows were clean, and the floors swept and mopped. 
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There was even a computer lab that looked like it had been sponsored by apple. There 
were a few Apple II™ PC’s that seemed to be renewed, the classic wisp screensaver 
glowing cheerfully on the old CRT monitors. The 80’s Apple logo on the glass divider. 

A few dates could be made out on the yellowed pictures. Making the last time this 
building was used was the late 70’s to the early 80’s. | finally realized why Dr Roberts was 
feeling so nostalgic, this must have been where some of his classes were. 

Dr Roberts led us down a few hallways to a door marked “lab 801”. Building 8, lab 1. | 
thought. According to the numbers. | liked the fact that | knew what the 3-digit number 
above every door in most schools meant. 


While the hallways were a symbol of the past, the room inside was entirely different. 
The room had a lot of modern equipment used for physical therapy. There were exercise 
balls, foam mats, height and weight scales, and a balance beam. There was a small round 
table in the middle that was probably for group discussions. 

A woman was seated at an office desk, looking through papers that were spread across 
her desk. She looked up as we walked in and came over to introduce herself. 

“Hi, I’m Dr. Janette, the physiologist working with Dr. Roberts, come on in.” She waved 
towards the round table. We walked towards the round table, pulling up a chair... Except 
me, since | could not use one. | just stood between my parents. 

My parents thought | was nervous, “It’s all right, she wants to help us,” Dr. Janette 
nodded in agreement. 

“I’m not nervous, | physically can’t sit in a chair.” | said, trying my best to explain. My 
parents were confused but Dr. Janette understood almost immediately. “He means he 
can't use a Chair; his body structure prevents him from sitting comfortably in a chair.” She 
explained. This seemed to help my parents understand. They apologized, and Dr. Janette 
continued with her introduction. 

“With that out of the way, my job is working with your son in the area of physical abilities. 
Most of the things we will be doing are stuff you would find with physical therapy and a 
workout. There’s not much else; Physiology is a fairly basic field.” 


We left her room and headed towards the next one. Dr. Roberts explained why there 
were separate rooms. “We all wanted to bring all of our equipment, but with the size of 
some of the equipment we couldn't use a single room. So we rented 3 rooms so everyone 
could bring what they needed: splitting the cost for use between us.” 

The next room, labeled “lab 2”, was like the other room. Instead of exercise equipment, 
there was an MRI, X-ray, and CAT machines taking up most of the room with a lead 
divider to protect the operator from radiation. There was a smaller office desk in the 
corner. Set up to be as compact as possible yet still provide as much use as possible. 

An Asian man was apparently waiting to meet with us. He walked toward us, “Sorry 
about the cramped mess, | had just finalized my setup yesterday. Spent 2 weeks taking 
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apart the machines and rebuilding them in here and an additional week reorganizing my 
desk space. 

| am Dr. Karth, the Radiologist. I’m essentially a bridge between the other specialists. 
| will be taking/providing X-rays for Dr. Janette, the physiologist. And taking/providing CT 
scans for Dr. Wendell, the Psychologist. Obviously, | will be operating various machines 
to aid in these mysteries. While you are here | was hoping you could sign a few of these 
leases granting permission to perform these operations. Shouldn’t take too long to 
discuss and sign.” 

While my parents went through that, | looked at the various machines and Industrial 
computer’s. Some of them were massive, others had signs saying, “do not contaminate”, 
and other labels. Some of the computers were displaying a bunch of statistics, other 
monitors had numbers, some had complicated charts. 

After | had seen what | wanted | went back towards my parents and waited for them to 
finish signing the documents. This didn’t take too long. 


We said goodbye to Dr. Karth and headed to the next room. Dr. Roberts led us to a 
door marked “Office 01”, the room inside was smaller than the other 2 that | had seen. 
There was a comfy leather couch, a model of the brain, and various charts on the walls. 
There was a desk with papers spread all over it. But there was no doctor in sight. 

Everyone was confused. Though Dr. Roberts must’ve had some idea where he was. 
“No worries, follow me.” He spoke. We followed him back towards the computer lab with 
the old Apple II™ computers. He walked into the ancient computer lab. 

Among the old computers, there was a man who seemed a few years younger than Dr. 
Roberts. The man apologized and introduced himself. “Sorry about that, the past can be 
tempting. But nostalgia has its rewards. found some of my older work, the stuff | wrote in 
my graduating year. 

| am Dr. Wendell, a Psychologist, I'll be seeing if your son’s recent changes have 
affected his mind, for better or worse. These will be in the form of basic mental tests of 
varying methods. | just have a few forms you need to sign, luckily | thought to bring them 
with me.”. 

As they signed some more documents, | looked at the old computer lab. There were a 
few floppy discs scattered on the floor, old mechanical keyboards (made by apple) 
stacked in a corner, there were even a few PCs with printers hooked up. | looked at some 
of the printers that had been set up, they were apple printers. The cost of these must 
have been huge. 

After I’d gotten my fill of the old computers | went back over to wait. It took maybe a full 
10 minutes for them to finish. After that, Dr. Wendell went with us to another room labeled 
“Conference 01”, where everyone and the Campus Director were waiting to go over 
everything so far. 
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Inside was a rectangular room with a long table in the center. Dr. Janette, Dr. Karth, 
were seated on the side, while the Campus Director sat at the end. We sat opposite from 
Janette and Karth. 


The Campus Director was wearing a black business suit. He seemed to give off a 
feeling of strictness, not because of the business suit. He looked reluctant to be here and 
was only here because he had to. 

...At least, that’s what | thought. He kept giving me weird looks. | didn’t really know what 
they meant. 

Although there were clues as to what that look meant. Thinking of all the tropes and 
facial expressions I’ve seen from comics, cartoons, movies, and other media; and the fact 
that this “look” was directed at me only... | realized that the Campus Director was 
disgusted by me! 


| looked up and saw that everyone was looking at me, something had been asked. “Did 
you say something?” | asked. “Yes,” My mom said. “we were wondering if you are ok with 
coming here every Saturday?”. 

“Yeah, that’s alright.” And it was, there was no problem coming every Saturday. As 
long as it didn’t interfere with nothing else. 

Wait a minute, if today is Saturday, then that means... My thoughts were quickly 
confirmed by Dr Roberts, “Seeing as today is Saturday, would it be alright if we took your 
son for a few hours? Just so we can get the full body X-rays and other examinations out 
of the way.” 

“Yes,” My mom replied. “but | would like to attend to any X-rays that you do?”. She 
asked. 

Dr. Roberts agreed with this, “Yeah that’s perfectly alright, while your there you could 
give us your son’s medical information.”. 


Everyone packed up their things and left. Dr. Roberts and Dr. Karth stayed behind to 
walk with us. Me and mom said goodbye to dad. We followed Dr. Karth to his office/lab, 
Dr. Roberts and my mom going over my medical info. When we came in, Dr Karth led me 
to the full body X-ray machine and explained to me what will happen. 

“You will be in there for three hours. You are not to move since that would mess up the 
scan. If you’re bored | can play music, you got that? Any questions?” He said all this rapid 
fire. 

“Just one, and this might come up quite a bit... How do | compensate for my tail? Laying 
on it is not comfortable.” | said pointing at my tail. “Should | lay on my stomach?". 

He took a moment to inspect it before answering, “If you could do that for 3 hours, then 
we should be alright.” 

“| think | could do that.” | told him, before positioning myself onto the stretcher like 
platform, on my stomach as comfortably as possible. 
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| gave my mom a thumbs up as the device moved me inside the barrel. Dr. Karth was 
not kidding about getting bored. Having to stay still for 3 hours is not entertaining. It’s one 
thing laying on your back for three hours, it’s a whole other thing laying on your stomach 
while maintaining maximum concentration on keeping your tail rigid, so it doesn’t mess 
up the scanning process. It is a pain trying to control that thing. 

| had laid there for about an hour when | heard a commotion outside. | heard a door 
thrust open, my mom screamed, a sharp bang that was horribly familiar. Then someone 
shout “FREE THE ANIMALS!!!”, followed by more gunshots. The animal rights activists 
had arrived. 
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Chapter 9: Rip and tear... 


“Are you Sure they were ‘Activists’?” The host asked. “Because they sound like 
terrorists.” 

“They claimed to be activists,” | explained, “but they were obviously terrorists. The 
definition of terrorism, causing change through the use of fear and violence, applied to 
their actions perfectly. They soon regretted their actions, yet not one of their group lived 
to express it.” 

| crawled out backwards as quickly as | could. | closed my eyes, mentally 
preparing for the worst. /f you hurt her... | swear... | opened my eyes just as the man 
smacked my mom with his gun. That’s when it happened. 

| snapped. | had enough of people thinking they’re immortal because they have a big 
gun. Well | have something stronger... | thought as instinct took over, the realization of 
all that | was capable of flooding through me before conscious thought was thrown out 
the window. 

“YOU REALLY SHOULDN’T HAVE DONE THAT...” | said to the man. What happened 
next | don’t really remember. | crossed the 20-foot distance in a few seconds. Leaping 
through the broken window at the man. Grabbing him by the throat and pulling him down 
towards me. His eyes were wide with fear. “Are there any more or just you?!” | demanded. 

“The-there’s 3 o-others including me. | don’t know where they are. All we knew was 
that there were people experimenting on animals. | SWEAR THAT’S ALL | KNOW!” He 
screamed. | looked around for Dr. Karth and saw him face down with a bullet wound 
coming out the back of his head. He was dead, killed by this man. 

The hand holding him squeezed with unnatural force. Flattening his windpipe and 
breaking his neck. They were going to pay... 


| kicked the door so hard it broke off the hinges. stomping out, | wandered throughout 
the building, delirious with rage, | turned the corner and found shooter #2. He was smarter 
than the other, he aimed his gun and fired. | felt the bullets hit my shoulder, torso, and 
graze my head. They hurt but | kept coming at him. He went through 2 clips when | 
reached him. | raked him with claws | had discovered by instinct. | had got my mark. His 
throat had been cut and he bled to death. 

Now with a slight limp, and half blind by the blood getting in one of my eyes. | walked 
around looking for the other 2. | stumbled upon shooter #2 in Dr. Roberts’ office. He’d 
been already taken care of by Dr. Roberts himself, his own gun, a revolver, still smoking 
at the barrel. 

“How did they know we were here?! It was just us and the Campus Director who knew 
what we were doing.” 


29 


“You know who these guys are?” | said in a rasp, my throat having been pierced by the 
other shooter. | must be a train wreck. 

“Yeah, They’re Animal Rights ‘activists’,” 
terrorists to me.” | replied. 

“They call themselves the free wolves, freeing animals who can’t protect themselves.” 

“Turns out | can protect myself just fine. | took 2 of them down. The first guy said there 
were 4 of them. So where’s the last one?” 

“| don’t know... WOAH ARE YOU ALRIGHT?!” Dr Roberts asked, finally noticing the 
damage to me. 

“I’m fine. Just a slight limp and a nasty cut. Am | that much of a train wreck?” 

“Pretty much!” He said, His shock clear and obvious. | think he was even afraid of me. 


He said sarcastically. “They’re more like 


| left his office and resumed finding the last guy, adrenaline still pumping. | continued 
onwards, limping throughout the building, taking turns at random. | found Dr. Janette and 
Dr. Wendell in their offices. Face down, both dead. It wasn’t until | reached the entrance 
that | saw him walking like he was leaving class. He was not getting away. 

| dashed as fast as | could go. | had just gotten out the door when | heard a snap. And 
| fell face down. My leg had finally broke. Thankfully, the pain had gone numb from walking 
on it. The man turned around, saw me, and laughed. 

“Why are you laughing?!” | screamed. “Your friends are dead. | KILLLED THEM!!! SO 
HOW CAN YOU LAUGH AT THE MAN WHO KILLED YOUR FRIENDS!!!” 

Apparently the man did not know his friends were dead. He stopped laughing, pulled 
out his gun and started shooting at me. There was more pain. Yet | was able to crawl with 
my left hand (for my right had been nearly torn from all the bullets it was taking) and my 
right leg. All that mattered right then was making him stop. | got close enough to bite him 
and | did, tearing his artery out. Spitting the coppery taste of blood out. It was not 
enjoyable. 

He collapsed as he bled out and | waited for exhaustion to take over. Yet it never came. 
The one thing | really need, and | don’t get it. Just great. And so | was forced to look at 
the corpse while | waited for something to happen. 

Thankfully, it was 10 minutes later that police and paramedics came. “Thank god” | 
rasped. When they came over. as | was loaded on a stretcher and the man was put ina 
body bag. 

My thankfulness was short-lived as | saw the media arrive, and | heard some of what 
they said: “We are at Wellman college where, a massacre seems to have taken place 
today. We don’t know who or why, but we do know it wasn’t good.” 

They’re going to blame me it’s too perfect not to. | thought before the doctor gave me 
a sedative, and | drifted off to a dreamless sleep. 
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Chapter 10: I’m a beast... So said the media. 


| spent two days drifting in and out consciousness. | barely noticed my mom 
sitting beside me, struggling with fear, involuntary disgust at the state | was in, and shame 
for feeling disgusted by her own son. 

When | could finally stay awake for more than 2 seconds, | found my whole body felt 
sore. My legs couldn’t move as well as they did, my tail felt stiffer than it had been, my 
head throbbed with constant migraines. | felt disabled. Being given possibility and having 
it taken away 2 days later. 

Yet | know that this was my fault. | caused this to myself. | could have run for it. | should 
have run for it. | could have grabbed my mom and ran... But would she have survived like 
| had? Probably not. Would the other people have killed her if | didn’t stop them? Maybe. 
Would Dr. Karth, Wendell, and Janette still be alive if | had run? Probably not. 

| tried to get up from the hospital bed. the same one from 3 days ago when Dr. Roberts 
had given me hope. Seeing me struggle, my mom tried to keep me in. “I don’t think you 
should.” She spoke softly. | gave up. 

Thinking about that news crew that had showed up before I’d been sedated. | reached 
for the remote using my arms. | flicked through the channels looking for the news. | found 
one showing my face from when | was released from the hospital. The news story was 
titled “Extremist group violently killed by Deformed kid, Frightens the world”. | stopped to 
listen to what they were saying. 


A news woman was talking about the incident. Footage of what went on being shown 
from several security cameras “It’s clear that this kid’s (no older than 11) actions were 
caused by anger when his mother was smacked by a member of the terrorist group 
identified as the freedom wolves. What’s surprising is what he does. Moving with 
Incredible speed, he jumps through the broken window, grabs the man by the neck. He 
starts yelling at this man, before noticing the body of Dr. Karth, the Radiologist doing a 
CT scan. This kid, whatever he is, squeezes the man’s neck, crushing his windpipe and 
snapping his neck. He then kicks the door off its hinges and leaves the room. Experts 
believe he went looking for the other 3 members of the terrorist group. 


He runs into yet another member, who pulls out his gun and proceeds to fire at the kid. 
The kid runs at him the bullets having no effect whatsoever, before slicing his throat out, 
leaving the man to bleed out. As you can see he is clearly limping and seems to be half 
blind by a cut across his forehead where a bullet grazed him. He resumes searching for 
the rest of them, finding Dr. Roberts, the man in charge of helping the kid fit in. 
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Dr. Roberts, having already taken out the intruder, converses with the kid, He later 
informed us he was having a casual conversation trying to calm his own nerves. The kid 
walks back off, as Dr. Roberts pulls out his phone and contacts the police. finally reaching 
the entrance where the last member had just exited. The kid tries to run at him when his 
already damaged leg snaps and he falls. The man turns and laughs. The kid yells 
something, causing the man to pull out his gun and starts firing. Yet this... Thing begins 
to crawl toward him, taking dozens of shots, biting his ankle, and tearing out his Femoral 
Artery. The man collapses, but the kid is still conscious. 10 minutes pass before 
paramedics and police arrive. According to the Paramedics the kid had to be forcefully 
sedated due to the amount of adrenaline still pumping through him. 


The fact that this kid had taken what was clearly lethal damage, and stil/ managed to 
take down a Moderately armed extremist group, is worrying. According to medical staff at 
the local hospital where he was transported, the kid is currently recuperating and is 
expected to make a full recovery. | don’t know which is worse. The fact that this... “Beas?” 
Survived the damage done to it, or the violence it inflicted on those men, is worrying. Who 
knows what he’s capable of? More on this later. 


| turned off the TV. | had seen what | wanted. It’s exactly what | had expected; they’re 
afraid of me and | don’t even blame them. Seeing what | had done sickened me. | looked 
at my hands, thinking of what | had done. It wasn’t self-defense, it was revenge fueled by 
anger. 


At least there was some good news from this. | kind of knew what | was capable of. | 
was fast. Not like the Flash, but maybe as fast as a sports car. | had heightened senses 
and durability like the wolverine. So | could do things no one else can do. 


But what could | do with these talents? People were afraid of me so they might not 
want my help. I’m too young to “play superhero”. | guess all | can do is live my life as 
normal as possible, finish school and see what’s open for me. 


A nurse walked in and told my mom we could leave after | had a simple checkup from 
a doctor who would be here shortly. She left to get the paperwork ready for us to check 
out. A few minutes passed by, while me and my mom waiting. Finally a doctor showed up 
and gave me a standard checkup. 


Checking my heartbeat and lungs with a stethoscope. Looking at my eyes nose and 
ears. And finally checking my reflexes. The nurse had arrived with the Release forms and 
that’s when | saw it. “The look 2.0! now with fear’. GREAT! JUST GREAT! AND | 
THOUGHT “THE LOOK 1.0” WASN’T BAD! ”Frightens the world”? That’s one hell of 
understatement. The Nurse was scared of ME. 


32 


Chapter 11: The Look 2.0: Now with fear! 


“What’s so different about this new “look” and the looks you got before?” 
Asked the host, seeing my deliberate pause for questions. Got to admit, he knows when 
and what to ask. | thought. 

“The Difference between this ‘new look’ and the old one was the feeling they gave off. 
Before that news report, people stared at me, but they were looking at me with Curiosity 
and wonder. And then several news reports and articles stated how | was capable of 
Killing with physical ease. The looks of curiosity quickly changed to looks of fear and 
discrimination. People started wondering if something that is capable of murder and 
supposedly difficult to kill, should live. | had become a threat to those around me. | still 
understood the hostilities toward me. That's why I’m here: To tell you that | understand 
your hostility, and to explain that I’m not a psychopath, a masochist, or a Cannibal. Yet 
the nurse and Many others refused to believe this. 

The nurse was clearly afraid of me. She was trembling when she walked in, her 
arms shook as she passed the papers to the doctor, and her eyes staring at me the whole 
time. Apparently it didn’t take her long to see that news report. She didn’t say nothing, but 
it was clear she was afraid. 


My mom and | signed the paperwork and we got up to leave. | waited while my mom 
called my dad to pick us up, she told me he'll be here within 15 minutes. We left the room 
and | saw the looks of fear as we left the hospital. 

We passed a guy and his daughter. Once the dad saw me he sent me a look of hostility. 
His whole body expressed the word “Don’t”. nothing more. | know he’s not the only one | 
would meet. | saw a few others like him. They were giving off a sense of hostility. 

We reached the entrance and waited for my dad to pick us up. We had waited for about 
10 minutes before he’d shown up in his small Kia soul that he takes to work. He looked 
like he wanted to say something as we got in. 


“There’s something | kind of need to tell you,” He began. “you might not like it, but | 
need to tell you. My Co-Workers and myself had seen the news report.” My mother started 
to say something, but my dad held up his hand in a quieting gesture before continuing. 

“| know he did it in self-defense and | don’t hate him for it. If someone hit you, I'd do 
the same thing. One of my Co-workers even asked how | could stand having an animal 
for a son. | walked out before | did something stupid. | just thought I’d let you know that 
we need to be able to accept forms of prejudice.” He looks at me from the rear-view mirror. 

“I’m proud of what you did, although you didn’t need to go as far as you had. A wise 
man once said, ‘You can’t change what people think of you than, but you can change 
what they think of you now.’ You know what | mean?” 


33 


| nodded realizing what those words meant. No matter how hard | might try, | could 
never change how people would think of me as a killer. But if | show people how nice and 
harmless | am, they’ll see how wrong they were. It was pretty straightforward but would 
most likely take some time. | thought about how to do this as we drove home. 

| knew | couldn’t begin immediately, | had to wait for the media to die down. Then | 
could see who | could help out. If anyone wanted it. | decided not to think about it for now, 
my focus should be on school. 


We pulled into the driveway and got out, we headed inside, | played Lego Star Wars 
on the Xbox (“this was 2008!” | say briefly before resuming my tale), and a few other 
games. | went out back to enjoy the fresh air. | did a few other things to pass the time; | 
read some of my books, did some drawing, and watched some TV. 

| came in for dinner. My parents talked to each other before trying to talk to me. | said 
nothing; | wasn’t in the mood to talk. | finished up and went to my room. | just laid on my 
bed thinking. 

| didn’t know how to feel about what has happened so far. | know | should be worried 
out of my mind, but I’m not. | knew | had school the next day and this fact should scare 
the heck out of me, but my brain just goes numb at these thoughts. | turned off my light 
and went to sleep. Hopefully, things would be better while I’m at school. 

My dreams said otherwise. | had a horrible nightmare where | relived the onslaught of 
bullets. | woke up several times. But the dream didn’t change. 


My alarm woke me up 1 hour early. For the first time | didn’t want to get up early, but | 
did anyway. Like | said before, when I’m up, /’m up. | got up and went through my routine. 
Get dressed, have breakfast, do my morning hygiene, check my bag to see if | missed 
anything, wait in the living room until it’s time to wait for the bus outside. 

At around 6:50 | went out to wait for the bus, which comes at 7:00. At 7:02 | got on the 
bus. People pointed and whispered as | walked by. | sat in the back as far away from 
everyone as | could. | did my best to ignore everyone looking at me and pulled out a book 
and read for the half hour trip. This became more difficult as more people were picked up. 
A few people even sat across from me just to stare. Not to ask questions, just stare at 
me. 

“Is there something you need?” | asked, trying not to show how annoyed | was. Just 
like before, their brains seemed to stop as they realized | spoke. “I-is it true that you killed 
3 people?” One guy asked, clearly wanting to know but didn’t know how to ask. 

“Yeah, they hit my mom and ruined my chance at finding out what | am. To say the 
least, | snapped. | honestly don’t know how to feel about what happened and don’t want 
to think about it.” 

“Oh... Sorry.” He turned to stare out the window. | felt bad, but he didn’t seem to mind 
being shot down like that. 
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“My family thinks you’re a freak, but | saw what you went through and don’t blame you 
for what you did.” One girl said. 

“What's it like having a tail?” another girl said, maybe the other girl’s friend. “It’s really 
weird. It’s highly sensitive, so it’s really painful when it’s touched.” | spoke. 

It went on like this until we arrived at school. The girl who gave me her support, | 
learned was Tau Cadsma. The guy who asked the first question was Alex Arith. They had 
weird names, but | didn’t mind. | had found some more friends. As we neared the school 
we agreed to meet up during lunch. | hope Jamie doesn’t mind... If he’s there at all. Jamie 
will always be at the top of my list of friends. | headed to class, my confidence boosted 
with the thought of finding new friends and seeing old ones. 


| walked inside, ignoring the many stares and whispers following me. | spotted Jamie 
in our usual spot. | waved toward him and he waved back. | sat down on the floor and we 
started catching up. “How’ve you been?” | asked. “Great | was worried about you when...” 
He breaks off. “Same here. By the way | met some people on the bus, we agreed to meet 
during lunch, | was wondering if you wanted to come with us?” | asked. “Sounds great.” 
He said his mind still thinking about the past. That’s some minefield. | thought realizing 
how traumatic that experience must have been for Jamie. 

The bell rang, meaning class had begun. The teacher pulled up the school 
announcements on the TV. After the announcements, the teacher started our math 
lesson. 


“This lesson may be difficult for you so don't be afraid to ask for help.” As she showed 
us how to divide numbers with decimals. | had no problem understanding the lesson. 
Other students had to ask the teacher to explain certain parts again. After explaining it to 
us, she handed us practice sheets and she did some of them with us, then had us solve 
the rest on our own. There were maybe 20 problems total, she did 5 with us, leaving 15 
problems left. | went through them in about 20 minutes. 

It wasn’t until | had finished, that | noticed that | was the only one who understood the 
lesson with ease. Not thinking much of it, | handed my work into the teacher. She gave 
me a doubtful look but saw that they were all correct. | told her how easy it was. She told 
me | was the first person to finish that sheet so quickly. | headed back to my desk and 
pulled out my book and read until the class ended. 

During reading It was the same thing. | understood the concept really quickly. The 
same thing happened in Writing and Science. | understood the concepts quickly. 

When we got to art, there was someone else. This was expected since the previous 
teacher had been arrested. While | understood the lesson, applying it was another thing, 
| guess knowing something truly isn’t the same as doing it. | kept smudging the paint | 
was using for our project. Afterwards | made a mental note to remember that knowledge 
is different than experience. 
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When we had PE and was running laps, | saw that my average running speed was 
Higher than the 5’ graders. | made a full sprint on the last lap and skidded about 5 feet 
when | stopped myself. | took a step on the basketball court to wait for the rest of the class 
and jumped back in pain. The Concrete was burning hot! | went back towards the coach 
to explain this issue. “Why don’t you wear shoes?” he asked. “My feet aren’t made for 
them.” | say pointing at my feet. “Oh, sorry.” He said simply. He didn’t really do much 
about this. As the class walked toward the court | gritted my teeth and followed my class 
despite how much it hurt. As the Coach told us about the important muscle groups we 
would use for this exercise (Which | easily understood again), Jamie pointed at his feet, | 
looked and saw that | had small patches that were bleeding. | shrugged silently telling him 
that it wasn’t worrying. The coach took us onto the field to play some kick ball (we’d be 
using our leg muscles). 

Since my classmates had seen how fast | run, both captains wanted me on their team. 
| told them | wasn’t going to run very fast since that would be unfair to the other team. | 
suggested they do rock paper scissors; winner gets me on their team. They agreed and | 
was put on Team 2. The game began and | tried hard to limit myself. It wasn’t easy. It 
came time to switch, and | was about to be put up first. | told them | should be in the 
middle, If | get a home run the number of points can stack up. They agreed and | was 
moved to 5"" in the line. Everyone was on base and it was my turn to kick. 

“I’m going all out, Ok?” | tell the other team; they nodded they’re approval. | get up to 
base. When the ball starts rolling | switch feet (since I’m ambidextrous) to throw them off. 
| kick the ball as hard as | can. There’s a loud smack and |’m off, still limiting myself to be 
fair. | hit all four bases before seeing where the ball went. 

| had hit the ball over the fence on the other side of the field. That was Definitely a 
home run! Everyone was amazed at how far | had hit the ball. We scored 5 points in one 
run. As | headed to the back of the line, the coach told me how impressed he was. | 
apologized for losing the ball, he told me to forget about it. 

As the game continued my foot started to hurt, | looked down and gasped. The bottoms 
of my feet were red, like it was cleaned with a steel brush. The foot | kicked with looked 
like the toes were broke; they were all pointing the wrong way. The fact that they were 
just now starting to hurt was crazy. 


| asked the coach if | could be excused for the game and showed him why. His face 
seemed to whiten when | showed him my feet. He gave me a pass to the nurse’s office 
and dismissed me. 

| took it and headed towards the nurse’s office. | got there and explained to the nurse 
what happened. She asked questions that seemed like she thought my injuries were from 
abuse, Which | understand her suspicion. She told me that was impossible. “My 
existence is impossible.” | replied. 

“Can't argue with that.” She said to herself. 
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She gave me gauze to wrap around my feet, and a note to my parents explaining what 
happened and sent me back to class. As | was walking back to the field | heard a familiar 
voice, “Where ya goin’ freak? Back in your Test Tube?”. 

“Go away Jerry. I’m not afraid of you no more.” | said as | continued walking. 

“| don’t think so.” Jerry said before stomping my tail causing me to fall on my face. 

| experienced a brief moment of sensory lack as my body tried to decipher the pain. 
Then the pain hit me... horribly. | curled up. Waiting for the pain to stop. Jerry, apparently 
unbiased when it comes to bullying, had other ideas. He started kicking me while | was 
down. | couldn’t take it anymore. | scratched at whatever moved. Jerry’s leg happened to 
be moving. | didn’t scratch hard, just enough to get him to stop. 

He stopped, giving me enough time to get up. 

“Did you just scratch me?” he demanded. 

“D’ you see anyone else with claws?.” | said sarcastically. My speech slightly slurred 
from a busted lip. | didn’t really care. All | wanted was to get to class. That meant getting 
past Jerry. 

| started walking back to class. | really didn’t want detention on my first day back. | 
walked away thinking it was over... Of course | was wrong. 
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Chapter 12: horrible parents raise bad kids. 


You ever met those over-protective mothers? The one’s who refuse to believe 
their son is anything but an angel? Apparently both of Jerry’s parents were over- 
protective. | went on with my day thinking it was over. 


When | got home at 3pm, | handed the nurses note to my mom (since Dad didn’t get 
home until 5) and told her what happened at school and my encounter with Jerry. She 
rinsed my face off with water and dabbed it with some peroxide. Then she took a look at 
my foot and we were both surprised to see it had healed. 

There was no evidence of it ever being broken. She pulled out a piece of paper and 
asked me to describe how it looked so she could inform Dr. Roberts (he had called my 
mom this morning, saying he was still willing to help me out). . | told her how the bottom 
of my feet had burned off from the hot concrete, and how my toes were all pointing the 
wrong way after playing kickball. 

Explaining all this in great detail to my mom did not feel wrong, it was something she 
needed to know. Something / had to deal with. | asked my mom what we should do about 
this. She thought about it than opened the medicine cabinet grabbing some gauze and 
started wrapping my feet. Problem solved! 

| got down and heard Dad open the door. My mom started on dinner and | worked on 
my reading log. During dinner | asked my dad what he did, so he told us. | told him how 
my day was, letting my mom explain my injuries. Finally, mom told us what she did, telling 
my dad about Dr Roberts wanting to continue helping us. He had already gotten some 
people together and was willing to try again. | agreed, Knowing things would be different 
this time. They had to be different. 


After dinner, | finished my reading log and headed to bed. | just lay there waiting for 
sleep. It was maybe 11:30 when | finally went to bed. The nightmares were there, as they 
always were. It was something | dealt with every night. It was something | couldn't avoid. 
So | didn't try to avoid them, | lived with them. 

Morning came, and | got up and started my morning hygiene. On the bus | talked with 
my new friends, | asked what classes they had. Tau enjoyed Art, PE, and Science. Alex 
enjoyed Science, Math, and writing. We agreed to meet up during lunch again and try to 
do that every day. | headed to my class; they went to theirs. 

My classes were normal. Reading we worked on our reports, Science we learned about 
the human system, Art we learned a few sketch techniques and art styles, PE we learned 
how to strengthen certain muscle groups (I thought | saw someone looking at me from 
the fences, but it had been nothing). | got on the bus and went through my homework 
until dinner was ready. 
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This was how every day went for the next few weeks. | had finally achieved some 
normalcy. Now it was time to give Dr. Roberts his do-over. The specialists he had brought 
over were very much alike their predecessors. 

The new Physiologist, Dr. Jethro was very kind. We did a few exercises; Endurance, 
eye-hand Coordination, and Strength. From these basic tests he deduced that | had 
abnormal speed, strength, and endurance. 

Dr. Karth had a brother in the same medical field, they were so similar it made meeting 
them almost unnecessary. We held off on the MRI’s and X-Rays until the end. 

Professor Schmidt, the new psychologist, was less laid back. He was more 
professional, sticking with a schedule, wearing a business suit. He wasn’t strict but was 
definitely more serious about his job. 

| told him about how | understood concepts more easily than | had and asked if this 
was normal. He explained how my mind might have gained this ability. 

“Your predicament,” Schmidt said in a voice that | swear sounds like Count Dooku. 
“Confirms my theory that Intelligence can be measured by how often your brain makes 
neural pathways, usually certain topics need to be used repeatedly to stick. Your mind, 
however, is able to understand any subject after a single lesson, requiring no need for 
repetition. This Technically means you have the mind of a genius, maybe beyond genius.” 

“So my brain has the ability to grasp concepts far better than normal?” | asked. 

“Exactly.” He said with a smile. 


We went back to Dr Karth for the MRIs and X-Rays. | got into the tube and stayed as 
still as possible. This time there were no interruptions, the MRI was done, and we moved 
on to the X-Rays. He did 6 Scans for each of my limbs, Head, left and right arms, left and 
right legs, torso, and my tail. This was where we discovered something extremely 
shocking. | wasn’t even made of solid matter! 

My body was actually made up of pure oxygen compressed into a solid shape (me)! 
Each molecule formed/mimicking the composition of a cell, each cell forming the organs, 
each organ forming my body! This was why | could move faster, lift more, and endure 
more than the average man! 

If hurricane force winds can rip ancient oaks out of the ground | could too. If winds 
could blow up to 200 miles per hour, | could too. If the wind can keep a 747 plane off the 
ground, | could too. 

This even explains how | can heal so quickly! If my body is composed of oxygen | could 
absorb the air around myself (less like telekinesis more like scooping water with a bucket), 
refilling what my body had lost. 


After our session was over, me and my mom (She never really did see everything that 
they'd do the last time) thanked them for their help. We left the old, yet restored, science 
building. We got to our car in the parking lot and headed home, trying to get through the 
Saturday afternoon traffic. 
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My mom was explaining everything we had discovered. You could hear his shock at 
the sheer amount we discovered on the first day. When we got home my Mom talked on 
the phone for a few hours before making dinner. My dad got home asking my mom if they 
should call Dr. Roberts to see if he had typed up any documents for these findings. They 
did and Dr. Roberts told them he had not compiled them yet. He said we would be 
informed when it was. Sunday passed by with nothing of interest. Monday came and as | 
got on the bus | sensed something was wrong. | couldn’t see anything wrong, so | ignored 
this sense. | thought it would leave once | got off the bus, but it didn’t. | continued to ignore 
it as | headed toward PE. 

We were now learning how to improve our back posture through certain exercises like 
Push-ups and bench presses. As | did push-ups, | saw a weathered pick-up truck pull into 
the open entrance that’s used for delivering supplies. The coach saw this and went over 
to the truck, telling them that they can’t be here. What happened next was completely 
unexpected. Both driver and passenger got out, withdrawing shotguns. the driver, a 
female, smacked the coach in the head, while the other walked toward us. 


Just like before, Instinct took over rational thought. Instead of getting up, | ran on all 
fours. | later realized | had become a wolf. When you think about it, it makes sense. Since 
my body was composed of air, | could theoretically manipulate my body however | wanted. 
As a wo/f| had more speed since my body was lower to the ground. This made me harder 
to hit. But with the large spread of the shotgun the man carried (I had reason to believe 
these two were a couple), | couldn’t fight at a distance without the possibility of others 
getting hurt. So | closed the distance between us as fast as possible. The couple stood 
next to each other at an angle. GREAT! Now they could sandwich me with shotgun 
rounds. 

Jesus, | thought, seeing how well they worked together. This wasn’t their first time 
doing this! 

Like they were 1 machine, they aligned their sights and fired at the same time. Their 
aim was spot on. Both of my shoulders were hit, the knockback sent me tumbling into the 
dirt at their feet. With both of my shoulders broke, | couldn’t move. One of them picked 
me up and pinned me against the side of the truck. 

“So you're the freak that hurt my son.” The man yelled. It was a statement not a 
question. All | could do was watch. The wife walked up to me. “You know what happens 
to freaks? They get drowned in a sink and thrown out with the other rejects.” Again, all | 
could do was watch. /f these people are who | think they are... 

He throws me onto the ground. The couple load a few more rounds than shoot me 
again. He looks me in the face than tells me something that confirms who they are. “This 
is what you get for hurting our Jerry.” They then unload 4 more shells into my face (ow), 
get back into their truck and drive off. | finally got up (no longer a wolf) and head toward 
the main office, since they could call off the active threat and | could tell them who was 
behind it. Can’t believe that was Jerry’s parents... 
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Once | reached the front office, | knock on the door and it’s a few seconds before 
someone answers. It was the principle who opened the door, who drags me in. She pulls 
out her phone dialing 9-1-1, | tell her I’m fine. Since she had already dialed she needed 
an explanation. | tell her what happened, who did it and told her that they left not long 
ago. She repeats this to the 9-1-1 operator, the operator said an ambulance and police 
crew are on their way. The principle told me to wait in her office. An hour passed by when 
paramedics and police finally arrived. | explain what happened to them. They ask for 
security footage while one of the medics come in to inspect me. | told them | was fine. | 
did not want to go to the hospital again. | don’t think my parents would get another pass 
on my medical bills. The medic left to speak to the principle. There was something | want 
to test out. 

If my body can heal itself by absorbing oxygen, | thought. Maybe | can speed up the 
process. half hoping that direct thought/Intense focus was the key to my abilities, | focused 
on healing myself. | imagined all my injuries were holes; The air around me filling them. | 
focused on this mental image. 

| didn’t feel anything at first. Then | felt something that was weird at first then became 
extremely painful. Right when | thought | was going to pass out, the pain went away. 

| looked at where | had injuries. There were none, like it never happened. Well that’s 
good to know. | thought. 

The medic returned and | asked to leave. He asked why before realizing that | had no 
injuries. | explained to him that | had done. He didn’t seem to understand, but after 
examining me, he let me leave. 

| was about to head to the bus circle when | saw my parents at the office entrance. 
They had come to take me home. They seemed relieved that | wasn’t hurt yet confused 
as they had been told about the recent incident. Since | was fine they didn’t question what 
the Principle had said. | left with my parents instead of the bus. 

During the ride home, | explained to my parents what | had discovered; how | could 
heal myself and how | could turn into a wolf (It was a bit awkward explaining that one). 
After | finished telling them this, they told me something that would change everything. 

“Me and Dad were talking, and we think it’s time to move to a new home.” 
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Part 2: One man army 


Chapter 13: Moving around 


| was given A few days to say goodbye. | got numbers from my friends, and we 
said our goodbyes. We packed only our most important things: Blankets, clothes, 
Laptops, and games. We moved to the other side of the state, the trip took a whole day. 
We were there for about a month when news had spread throughout the neighborhood. 
An empty grenade had been thrown through our window in the middle of the night. We 
moved the next week. For almost 6 months we traveled around finding a safe place. We 
finally found a decent motel in Washington DC. My dad had been offered a job there as 
an IT for the city. The school | went to was great and the people in the motel were friendly. 
It was all great. 

“I settled back into my normal routine: Get up, get dressed, breakfast, hygiene, 
school, enjoy the weekends.” | told the enraptured audience. “Years passed by. | had 
zoomed through middle school. | was now a high school freshman. After so many years 
without incident | had believed the events from the past had passed.” | laughed at my own 
joke before continuing. “Apparently the past was just a warmup for what was to come...” 

| ran to school; | had stopped using the bus 2 years ago. Since | could run as 
fast as a sports car. | ran as a wolf. | got fewer stares that way since everyone just saw a 
dog. There’s another reason for dropping public transportation. technically, there’s no 
speed limits for pedestrians. So | could run as fast as | wanted on the sidewalk. 

| ran my approximate average, 90-120 MPH, leaping across cross walks 
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